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​I was at another boring company get together at my boss’ house.  As usual, I didn’t bring a date.  Not because I couldn’t get one but because I didn’t want to show up with a pretty girl on my arm.  No one knew I was a lesbian and no one would ever find out for as long I worked at this place. 

I work in accounting and just looking at the books, it wasn’t a big stretch to say that this wasn’t going to be a long term gig.  Given the shady nature at which our boss gained contracts, it was probably wise to be looking for new work sooner rather than later.

​I usually kept to myself in my office.  There were a handful of people that I liked enough to strike up some casual conversations with, but nothing deeper than the regular water cooler talk.  There were a couple of ladies in the office that had caught my eye as well, but they were off limits.  I have a rule of not dating coworkers.  I’ve had too many awkward encounters to count and I didn’t need to bring that into my work life.

​I strolled past a few of the sales guys on my towards the backyard.  I could feel their eyes on my ass as I walked by.  I chuckled to myself as I imagined their reactions to my little surprise tucked away beneath my dress.

​Blake, my boss, was outside talking to a group of his henchmen.  No doubt from their rehearsed nods to his speech that he was going on about how well the company was doing and that we needed to be much more aggressive with clients in order to expand.  It was all bullshit of course.  All masculine bravado without an ounce of a credible vision for the future.

​Stephanie, Blake’s wife, came up beside with a glass of wine clutched in her hand.  “He’s been spouting that nonsense for hours.  I swear the only reason he holds these things is to spread his propaganda to the masses.  Have you put in your time to his reeducation course yet, Joyce?”

​I chuckled and nodded.  “Unfortunately, yes.  I did get to him early though.  Just to get the sermon out of the way so that I could drink in peace.”

Stephanie was, in my opinion, the only person worth talking to at one of these events.  She was cool, witty, and saw her husband for the charlatan huckster that he was.  Not to mention that she was absolutely gorgeous.  She was just a head shorter than me and had these fierce green eyes that made me tingle when she looked at me.  Her hair was a mess of red curls that gave her the look of a wild Gaelic warrior princess.  For such a strong woman, I never understood why she was with an asshole like Blake.

She grabbed a bottle of wine and an extra glass off of a nearby table and waggled them at me.  “Want to go upstairs and have a drink?  I can’t stand being around these doofuses much longer.”

I grinned at her.  “Are you propositioning me, Mrs. Farley?”

She grinned back and started to saunter away from me, shaking her hips in what I knew was supposed to be a comically seductive way.  But looking at her tight backside in that tiny black dress, there was nothing funny about it to me.  “Maybe.  Only one way to find out, baby.”

I followed behind her, trying to look nonchalant as I did.  What we were doing was perfectly innocent.  Just two friends going upstairs for some privacy.  It certainly wasn’t the first time.  It wasn’t the first time that I hoped something not so innocent would happen either.

Stephanie wasn’t a coworker.  She was my boss’ wife.  There was a difference.  At least to me there was.  She may have been a married woman, but she was exactly my type.  I think the fact that she was Blake’s wife made it even hotter for me.  I hated that douchebag.  If I could bang her and humiliate him at the same time it would have been a win-win scenario.

We entered into their bedroom.  I sat down on the edge of their king sized bed while Stephanie locked the door behind us.  She poured me a glass of wine, handed it to me, and sat down next to me.  We clinked our glasses in a toast and downed our drinks.

​“Blake’s been pressuring me to have a kid lately,” Stephanie said glumly.  She poured herself another hefty dose of wine and downed that one quickly as well.

​“You don’t seem very happy about that.  Don’t you want to become a mom?” I asked, although I had to make a conscious effort to keep the jealousy out of my voice.

​She sighed and placed her glass and bottle onto the ground.  She slumped forward and rested her chin in the palm of her hand.  My eyes strained to get a good look down her cleavage.  Stephanie had a cute smattering of freckles over her creamy white breasts.

​“No, I don’t.  At least, I don’t with him.” She side glanced me causing me to look away quickly to keep from looking like a pervert.

​“Then why are you even with him in the first place?  You know he’s an idiot con artist.  It’s only a matter of time before he winds up ruining everything, or worse, prison.”  I may have said too much.  The wine had really done a number loosening me up.  But it was the unspoken truth that had hung in the air between us during our private conversations.

​Stephanie shook her head sadly.  “I know.  You’re right.  And that’s not even half of it.  Did you know that he’s cheating me?”

​I was shocked, although I shouldn’t have been surprised considering the kind of jerk Blake was.  It should have shocked me more if he wasn’t cheating on her.  “I’m sorry, Stephanie.”

​“Don’t be,” she said with some heat behind her voice.  “He basically tricked me into marriage.  I’m finally divorcing him.  I have enough evidence to take him to the cleaners, too.  But there’s one thing I want before I do that.”

​I was ecstatic that Stephanie was finally leaving Blake.  When she filed for divorce, I toyed with the idea of quitting on the same day.  Maybe even seeing if she was interested in having me as a one night stand.  “That’s great!  But what’s holding you back?”

​She looked me in the eyes.  Behind the emerald green I could see a stoked fire for vengeance.  “I want a baby.”

​Thoroughly confused, I looked at her incredulously.  “Excuse me?  I thought you said you didn’t want to have a child with him?”

​“That’s right, I don’t.” Stephanie slipped a hand onto my bare thigh and squeezed it.  “I want to be impregnated by someone else and not tell him as a final fuck you to him.  I want to cuck my husband.”

​My eyes had gone wide, her plan startled me.  But her soft, groping hand on my thigh was also arousing me greatly.  “That sounds pretty extreme, Stephanie.  Who would you even get to be your… donor?”

​“I have someone in mind.” Her hand slid up my inner thigh and slipped underneath my dress.  I was frozen with shock as her hand rested over my panties, cupping my quickly growing erection.  “How about it, Joyce?  Are you willing to help me out?  Will you help me become a mother?”

​My jaw dropped.  “How did you know?”

​Stephanie grinned and toyed with my balls.  “I had my suspicions.  And I’m really glad that I was right.  I can’t think of anyone that I’d rather do it with, Joyce.  Will you please fuck me until I’m impregnated with your seed?  Will you join me in fucking over my husband one last time?”

​My breathing increased dramatically.  Not even in my wildest fantasies had I imagined a scenario like this one.  I had thought about Stephanie several times while I masturbated, how I would whisk her away from her tyrant of a husband on a white stead.  But I had never imagined this.

​Stephanie kept her eyes locked with mine while she teased my cock through my panties.  There was so much lustful fire in her pupils.  She wanted this.  I wanted this.

​“Yes,” I moaned, surrendering to her touch.  “I’ll become your donor.”

​“Not just my donor, Joyce.” She leaned forward and softly planted a warm, moist kiss on my lips.  “I want you to be my lover.”

​I closed my eyes and ran my hand through her fiery mane.  Our tongues danced together and my breath was taken away.  Stephanie reached into my panties and pulled out my penis, stroking it intensely while we made out her bed.  The bed she shared with her husband.  Her husband, my boss, that we were stabbing in the back.

​I hated Blake.  Anyone who saw underneath his fake smile and sleight of hand hated him as well.  Knowing that our passion was focused on destroying that evil man made my desire for Stephanie grow.  I dove my hand down her dress and cupped one of the milky white breasts that I had craved ever since I met her.  We moaned into each other’s mouths as we played with each other’s bodies.

​Stephanie untangled our tongues by pushing me away with her forehead.  She spoke to me while our lips were mere centimeters apart, her hot breath spiked my desire to continue our make out session.  “I want to taste you, Joyce.”

​I licked her lips.  Her red lipstick was bitter but it tasted deliciously sweet to me.  “I want to taste you, too, Stephanie.  I’ve wanted this for a long time.”

​Stephanie, despite her short stature, pulled me onto the bed in a frenzy.  We knocked over the empty glasses and the half empty bottle of wine.  A stain on the floor didn’t seem to dissuade Stephanie, however, as she ripped my panties down my legs and shimmied quickly out of hers.

​“Oh, you’re a big girl, aren’t you, Joyce?” She licked the head of my cock and I groaned as I leaned my head back onto a downy pillow.  Her grip on my shaft was tight and her hands were soft as newly churned butter.  “Are you hungry, Joyce?  Do you want to munch on my cunt while I suck on your big cock?”

​I nodded eagerly.  There wasn’t anything else I wanted to do more in the world than to chow down on Stephanie’s hot honey pot.  “Yes!  I want it so bad Steph.  Let me eat you out, please.”

​Stephanie swung her legs over my head.  Her warm thighs pressed tightly around my cheeks.  Her vagina radiated onto my face like an open oven.  She had a thin strip of red pubic hair around her lips and the musk of her arousal made me salivate.

​I dove in with earnest and plunged my tongue deep into her sticky wet folds.  Stephanie’s muscles vibrated around me and her thighs squeezed around my head, enveloping me into a warm cradle.

​“That feels so good, Joyce,” she cooed.  She stroked my cock and kissed the shaft, slathering saliva all along my pole.  “This reminds me of my college days with my roommate.  That girl knew how to eat my box.  You’re pretty damn good, too.”

​I wrapped my arms around her waist and sank my tongue deeper into to her cave.  Imagining a younger, coed Stephanie getting eaten out by her roommate drove me crazy.  I would have loved to have watched that.  My tongue flicked her hard little clit and I savored the little quivers of pleasure I was able to coax out of my married friend.

​It was Stephanie’s turn to make me tremble.  She sucked in my cock like a vacuum cleaner.  I tensed my whole body and squeezed my arms tightly around her trim waist to keep from exploding into her hungry mouth.  She bobbed her head slowly at first but worked herself up to a quick, rough rhythm.

​My hips were thrusting upwards on their own.  Her warm, constricting throat around my dick was too much for me.  I scratched the top layer of skin on Stephanie’s lower back with my fingernails and clamped my eyes shut trying to keep my focus from orgasming while still manically pounding my own tongue into her juicy box.

​I think Stephanie wanted to make me cum first.  Her personality dictated that she should be the one in charge.  She must have hated tying the knot with Blake once she realized he was the one going to be calling all the shots in the relationship regardless of her opinions.  Although I wanted her to feel confident in the situation, I couldn’t just lay there and let her have her way with me.  I had my own issues when it came to being subservient and I didn’t want to be the one to tap out from cumming first.

​I spread her right ass cheek and inserted the tip of my thumb.  Immediately, Stephanie’s torso stiffened at my surprise intrusion and her rosebud clenched around my digit.  The inner muscles of her pussy contracted tightly around my tongue and I waited for my mouth to fill with sweet honey as I fully expected that I had won.

​Stephanie, whose drive for competition is far stronger than mine, upped the ante and grabbed a hold of my sack and squeezed it firmly in a fist.  It was painful.  But it was also so incredibly pleasurable that my cock felt as if it inflated to twice its normal size and I couldn’t hold back my eruption much longer.

​Stephanie smashed her cunt into my face, driving my head further back onto the pillow.  The more I ejaculated into her mouth, the harder she squeezed my balls.  I pushed my thumb to the second knuckle and was finally rewarded with a shower of Stephanie’s squirt.  I lapped it up hungrily and she did the same for my cum.

​We took a good minute cleaning each other’s genitals.  I could have eaten Stephanie’s pussy for the entire night if time permitted it.  But there were guests still down stairs and every minute that passed was another opportunity for us to be discovered.

​Begrudgingly, I allowed Stephanie to dismount my body and retracted my overworked tongue back into my mouth.  She curled up next to me, her kisses trailed the nape of my neck, up to my cheek, and then onto my still sticky lips.  The tastes of our love juices melding together as our tongues danced in unison.

​“Joyce, tell me you want me,” Stephanie breathed between our kisses.  “I want to hear you say it.”

​“I want you, Stephanie,” I said.  My hands were on her thighs, pulling her dress over hips.  She wrapped her thigh around mine and ground her wet vagina against me as I bared her lower torso.

​“And where are you going to cum?” she asked, her own hands were pulling down the straps of my dress, revealing my breasts.  She ran her tongue down my chest and lightly nibbled one of my pink nips.

​“Inside of you,” I said through gritted teeth.  I shivered as she pulled my sensitive nipple gently with her incisors.  “I want to make you mine.  I want to be your lover, Stephanie.  I’m going to steal you away Blake and plant my seed into your belly.”

​Stephanie giggled and pulled down my dress and tossed it off the bed.  I sat up and did the same for her, adding her dress and bra to the pile of clothing.  We looked at each other’s naked bodies and let our hands roam.  I placed my hand over her stomach and caressed it.  This was the place that I was going to fertilize to seal our pact together.

​I ran my palm over Stephanie’s vagina.  Her bristly red strip tickled and her vagina was still emanating a tremendous amount of heat.  I dipped a finger inside of her and it slipped in with almost no resistance.

​She lay back on the bed as I toyed with her and her legs spread out.  Her usually fierce emerald eyes had softened.  She was begging me.  “I’m ready, Joyce.  I need you.  I was thinking hard about how I wanted to tell you.  I’m so glad you said yes.”

​I positioned myself between her thighs.  My dick had hardened quickly again at the sight of Stephanie offering herself so willingly to me.  I let the shaft hover over her hole, letting it bask in the glowing warmth of her cunt.  Stephanie bit her lower lip as she looked down at my pole with a mixed expression of excitement and worry at our impending joining.

​I aimed my cockhead at her entrance and pushed forward.  Despite her well lubricated insides, she felt incredibly tight around my penis.  I gripped her hips tightly, my fingernails dug into her springy flesh.  My dick was still very sensitive and if I hadn’t already emptied myself into her mouth earlier, this night would have ended very quickly.

​Stephanie clutched her fiery curls between her fingers and cursed.  “Oh god!  You really are a big girl aren’t you?  I haven’t felt this full in a long time.  You’re so much bigger than Blake!”

​Hearing her husband’s name enraged me.  I thrust hard into Stephanie’s pussy.  She gasped, pulled at her hair, and her teeth clamped shut as she held back a moan.  I slammed into her again, determined to hear her cries of pleasure.  Pleasure for me, not for her husband.

​“You’re so tight, Steph.  I don’t want to hear about your husband anymore, got it?” When she loosened her jaw to reply, I pounded into her.  She let loose a loud, guttural groan but quickly silenced herself by slapping a hand over her mouth.  “That’s what I want to hear, baby.  I’m the one fucking you right now.  Not your asshole husband.  I am.  Let me hear how much you love my cock inside of you.”

​“Joyce, please, there are people downstairs,” Stephanie whimpered, her hand was between her teeth in a makeshift gag.  Her words didn’t match her body language.  With each stroke I pumped into her, Stephanie thrust her hips up to meet me.

​Determined, I pried her hand out of her mouth and pinned her arms back onto the bed.  I leaned forward to hover over her and locked my eyes with hers.  I watched the lustful anguish build up behind her pupils with each hard thrust I gave her.  Finally, she couldn’t hold herself back from my relentless pumping and she released a full throated moan that sounded like an opera to my ears.

​I bent down and kissed her as she wailed blissfully.  She continued to moan into my mouth and I drank in her euphoric cries of pleasure.  Our breasts were pressed together as I laid myself atop her.  Stephanie wrapped her legs around my waist, making sure that when I climaxed I didn’t have any last minute thoughts of escape.  I certainly had no intentions of pulling out of her.

​I couldn’t enter her as hard as I was previously, but the slower I went the more amazing her insides felt to me.  I was becoming intimately familiar with every inch of her inner walls.  I was also far more aware of just how tightly she was squeezing cock as she desperately tried to milk me for my semen.  With each slow, agonizing stroke I grew closer to my orgasm.

​Sensing my approach, Stephanie managed to escape my lips.  Against my cheek she managed to whisper, “Cum inside of me.  I want you to spray my cunt with your fertile seed.  Come on lover, make me yours.”

​I buried my head into the crook of Stephanie’s neck.  I let out a high pitched squeal that was muffled by her skin and muscle as I humped furiously into her pussy.  My pussy.  I wanted to claim her for my own and use my cum as a flag that I planted firmly in her womb.

​Stephanie bit down on my shoulder to contain what I knew had to have been a colossal scream triggered by the tsunami that I unleashed inside of her.  I was buried to the hilt to make sure she was completely plugged up so that nothing could spill out.  My balls were thoroughly drained and their contents splashed into Stephanie’s waiting chamber.

​We breathed heavily together as we clutched onto each other.  I was filled with so much relief.  Should I have felt shame for stealing my boss’ wife?  Hell no, he deserved what was coming to him.  She deserved much better and I felt so much joy in my heart that I was her chosen suitor.

​Stephanie cupped my face between her palms and drew my face to look at her.  Her eyes were filled with so much love and I knew mine were as well.  “That was wonderful, Joyce.  Thank you.”

​I grinned and pecked her on the lips.  “Do you think that did that trick?”

​She chuckled.  I felt her flex her vaginal muscles over my slowly wilting cock.  “Mmmmm, with as much as you poured into me I hope so.”

​“And if we didn’t?”

​Stephanie smiled.  “If not, then we’ll just have to keep trying.  Even if you didn’t impregnate me just yet, I’m still yours.  I’m so happy that we did this.”

​“Me too, I’m glad you let me steal you away,” I said. 

For the remainder of the party we stayed in bed.  We didn’t go for a second round.  Instead, we basked in each other’s naked glory and devised our plan of ringing Blake for everything he was worth before the hammer finally fell on his house of cards.

If Blake was a crook, then I suppose I was a thief for stealing his wife away.







The End

If you enjoyed this story please leave a review.  Feedback and criticism is highly appreciated to help me improve.
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